THE    BIOGRAPHY    OF    JACK    LONDON    ^27-

with him as a nurse; that" in a conversation with me during
the day Mrs. Charmian London (to whom Jack's 1911 will
left his entire estate) said it was very important that the now
probable death of Jack London should not be ascribed to
anything but uremic poisoning. I told her it would be
difficult to ascribe it to that alone, as any of the telephone
conversations overheard that morning, or any information
supplied by the druggist who prepared the antidote, would
tend to ascribe his death to morphine poisoning."

Jack died at a little after seven that evening. The follow-
ing day his body was taken to Oakland, where Flora, Bessie,
and his two daughters held services. The whole world
mourned his passing. In Europe his death was given more
space than that of the Emperor Franz Joseph of Austria,
who had died the day before him. The grief of America is
best pictured by Mrs. Luther Burbank, who picked up a
newspaper and cried out to a frolicking group of young
friends leaving for the University campus, "Don't laugh!
Jack London is dead." Edwin Markham had called him part
of the youth and heroic courage of the world; with his
passing the world was bereft of a flame.

That night his body was cremated, and the ashes returned
to his Beauty Ranch. Only two weeks before, while riding
over a majestic knoll with Eliza, Jack had reined in his horse
and said, " Elizas when I die I want you to bury my ashes on
this hill." She put his ashes in a box, dug a hole on the very
top of the knoll that was shaded from the hot sun by
madrone and manzanita, buried them, and cemented over
the top. There she placed the huge red stone that he bad
named, "The stone the builders rejected."

THE    END